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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

THE LOVER IN STRAWBERRY TIME 

While I pick the berries sweet 
In the woods near where you live, 

Oh, Kohanka, let us meet — 
Happiness to me you'll give. 

Kokhanits, I've much to do, 
I've no time to roam about — 

Not an hour to play with you 
Lest my fire may go out. 

Oh, Kohanka, how you slave t 
You would surely lose your life 

If forevermore you gave 

All your time to clean a knife. 

I was born, O vagrant one, 
Not to sit in rocking-chair ; 

Happier I when all is done 

Than a rich man's daughter fair. 

She has but her hair to curl — 
I make all things fair to see. 

Work has never killed a girl ; 
Work will never finish me. 

THE DAY BEFORE THE WEDDING 

The bride sings to her lover: 

Broad were the leaves on the lofty tree — 
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The Day Before the Wedding 

Why came you not last night to me? 
I wonder ! But of course 
Maybe you had no horse ! 
Maybe you lost your way ! 
Your mother made you stay ? 

Her lover replies: 

I had the horse and the way I knew, 
And my mother kept me not from you. 

But my youngest sister loves you not. 
She hid my saddle in some strange spot. 

My oldest sister sought and found — 
Swift on my horse's back 'twas bound. 

She whispered, "Try and get there soon, 
Riding along by the light o' the moon ! 

"In body brave keep a good head, 
Brother o' mine," she laughing said. 

"In Sweetheart Land there's much to learn, 
The road has many a curve and turn. 

"Don't lose your horse, don't go astray ! 
Ride — ere yet dawns your wedding day." 

Florence Randal Livesay 
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